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A PARODY ON 


SHAXESPEAR'S celebrated Deſcription of 
the Seven Stages of Human Life. 


— Sir Plume, 


r 


FOWLER, 


— Religion s made a farce; 
And Parſons are but men, like you or me: 
They have their foibles, and their fopperies; 
And one ſees amongſt chem ſundry characters. 
To mention only ſeven And firſt— the Curate, 
Humming and hawing to his drowſy herd 
And then the Pedagogue, with formal wig, 
His night-gown, and his cane; ruling, like Turk, 
All in his duſty ſchool. — Then the ſmart Prieſt, 
> Writing extempore (forſooth !) a ſonnet 
Quaint, to his Miſtreſs ſhoe-ſtring.—Then the Vicar 
Full of fees cuſtom'ry, with his burying gloves ; A 
Jealous of his rights, and apt to quarrel ; 
A Claiming his paltry, penny-farthing tithes, 
E en at the Lawyer's price. —Then the Rector, 
% In ſleek ſurcingle, with good tithe- pig ſtuff'd; 
With eyes up- ſwol'n, and ſhining double chin; 
Full of wiſe bur and orthodox diſtinctions; 
And ſo he gains reſpeRt. Proceed we next 
Unto the old Incumbent at his gate, 
With filken {kull-cap ty'd beneath his chin; 
His banyan, with filver claſp, wrapt round 
His ſhrinking paunch; & his fam'd, thund'ring voice, 
Now whiſtling like the wind, his audience ſleeps 
And ſnores to th' lulling ſound.— Beſt ſcene of all, 
With which I cloſe this reverend deſcription, 
Is your Welſh Parſon, with his NozLE Living, 
1 * ſans hoſe | ſans breeches, /ans i 0 OI, A Py gl ! 
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PRINTER, 


